Long, and dreary, and hitter,

Is Thine anguish, O God, in creation;

Long and hard

Is the building up of Thy Kingdom;

Yet at the last Thou shall triumph.

IN the rich joyous heart of the Indian night,
With the moon's white glamour quiet  and  clear

overhead,
And the forest, dim-stretching,

Instinct and alive with mysterious silence;

When each tree

Is a fountain of shimmering fairylike beauty under the

moon,

When each faint sound  -
A breaking twig, the croon of a sleepy bird-
Is a secret voice and a call;

When a man's sluggish heart is exalted within him,
When fifty dull generations fall swiftly away
And he hears as his far-off fathers heard,
Strong, compelling, bewitching*
The Call of the Wild:

Then be Thou by our side,
As we pass from glade unto secret glade
Through the magical sheen of the moonlight
And the black-dark caverns of shadow;
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